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From these night fields and waters do men 
raise, 
Sailors from ship, sleepers from their bed, 
Born, mortal men and haunted with brief days, 
Their eyes to that vast silence overhead. 
They see the moon walk slowly in her ways 
And the grave stars and all the dark out- 
spread. 
They raise their mortal eyelids from this 
ground: 
Question it,... 
What art thou... 
And no sound. 
2 


Ha, but the sun among us.... 


Ha, but the great sun 

Shouts in the shouldering leaves and the 
grasshoppers 

Scatter before him. Ho, but his brass 

Voice is the voice of the beater of horses. 


Elsinore. A 
platform be- 
fore the castle. 
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The same:a Ye roars from the splashed sea driving the 
room of state. 


Heis reproved Nude girls through the surf, striking their 
choly ty ie Golden rumps with the hand flat, deriding 
Shyness with lewd words. He is loud 
In the blown blue sky as the laughter of 


Fed kings under arbors 


Ha, but the sun among us... wearers of 
Black cloths, bearers of secrets! 

The jay jeer of the sun in the ear of our 
Pain... and the nudge of the blunt pink 
Thumb troubling the pride of despair in us... 


Ha, but the sun in our air 


We stand in the still earth and the sun comes 
Swelling among us with large light, with the 
Browsing of bees about him, with flattering 
Tree sound. He is tall. He reveals the 
Dark to us (He is informed in these matters) 
‘Behold!’ he mouths in the gilt twigs. 
He advises our souls with the blabbed loose 
Light over water. He declaims the spangles 
of 
Glass in the high ways. He reproves us with 
Shining. Ho, he repeats the proverbs of 
Brisk leaves to enliven the laugh in us. 
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He lays his hands on our sex to persuade us of 
Happiness under the sea noon 


How is it that the cloud still hangs on 
thee ? 


Why seems it so — particular — with 
thee? 


Seems, Madam!... 


Ha, we are preached by the 
Loud mouth, by the booming of brightness. 
We are admonished with flares. ‘Get over it!” 
‘Cease,’ he instructs us, ‘to feel the emotions 
of 
Misery! Be bright boys! Console yourselves!’ 


Ah, but the sun in our sky! 
I shall in all my best obey you... 


Only 
We have these dreams! 
Only — 
the old have announced us the 
Irremediable woe, the ill 
Long done, lost in the times before memory. 


The same. 
Horatio, Ber- 
nardo, Mar- 
cellus. He 

is informed of 
the apparition 
seen upon the 
wall, 


Horatio: ‘... 
tall I may 
deliver... 
This marvel 
toyou...’ 
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3 
But men have known 
The secret a long time. Men, forgotten, 
Few, keepers of lean goats on the mountains, 
Knew in the old time the standing before us of 
Strangeness under the clear air.... 


There have been men a long, long time that 
knew this. 


The words come to us 

Far off, faint in our ears, confused. They 
have told us of 

Signs seen by night and the vanishing signals. 

They have told how the lights change. They 
have told of the ominous 

Stir over the leaves and the showing among 
them of 

Mysteries hiding a dark thing.... 


Now is Bleheris speaking in the book. 

I am beside the fire. The old page 
Wrinkles with light. A log falls. The wind 
Swings from tree to tree in the wet night. 
Now is Bleheris speaking: and all that day 
Seaward and down from ridge to ridge and 


the 
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Pines oak and the oaks birch and the birch 
trees 

Pine again, sand beneath them, the horse’s 
track 

Swallowed in sand-fall, the jays ahead of me 
screaming. 

And so rode on and the wind changed with 

Flaws from westward, cold in the sun, and a 
sound 

Echoing surf from the hill face. And rode and 
the land 

Fell and I saw the sea. 

And by the sea a ship but no man. 

So entered: and at dusk 

The land breeze, warm at first, smelling of 
furze root, 

Cool after. And the boom jibed over and 

She moved, wind in the sail top, rolling to the 
long 

Swell, the cliffs to windward, sky-stain 

Spilling from trough to trough of the dead 
waves, 

And cleared the lea and the wind freshened 
and 

Night came. Thence north-west till dawn and 
at dawn 

Hills and a morning tower in the sun, 
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Then nothing. And the wind held all that day 

And the sea was with us, the wind sweep 

Crossing the smooth surge. And all that night 

The wind was with us but the second morning 

Hauled south and drove her, the lee rail 

Down, the wake washed out by the sea 
scud, 

Stretching the halyards. So that day and at 
dark 

Luffed to reef her but she went about, 

Heeled and came up half foundered, running 
off 

East by north with the wind free and the 
waves 

Taking her aft, lifting slow with the bilge 
water. 

That was the third night and the morning 

. stormy, 

Rain and the wind gone east, her canvas wet, 

Bows down and the helm heavy. And that 
day slept 

And woke an hour past sunset seeing the west 

Break and under, black on the sky rip, 

Gone as the scud blew over, land, and at dawn 

Land still, pound of surf under sea mist, 

Pine tops combing the fog, glimpse through 
the grey of 
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Sand and the beach curve, black off shore, 

Seas breaking in smother. So came about, 

The sail beating, the helm free, and drifted 

Near and the keel struck gravel and we swung 

Slack till the seventh wave, then leaned and 
rode 

Beam-on high on the beach and the wave 
drew 

Down and she held the shingle. Saddled 
then 

And climbed through rock scrub inland to a 
marsh 

And past the marsh a forest, and all day, 

Tunneled in tree dark, rode and saw neither 

Glebe nor fence, fallow nor track, only 

Wild-pig, fox-foot, nor birds but three silent, 

Nor live thing other but bat on oak branch — 
no 

Cry but of gulls above over the leaf sea, 

No sound beneath but hoof on mould and 
hum 

Of soft flies rising sleepy from sap ooze. 

And the sun went down red among beech 
trees leaving, 

High in the east, red, and no stars came. 
After, 

Wind again, rain behind it, the first few 


‘In the dead 
waste and 
middle of the 
night... 
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Drops and the storm gust, thunder then and 
the flash 

Casting no shadow. So rode on and before me, 

A long way off, door framed, dim in the forest, 

A light, and called and no voice and rode 
shouting 

And found there, trees over roof, the walls 
leafy, 

Door-sill deep in moss, a church, within 

Bare floor, bare altar, tall on golden stick 

One candle burning, window arch behind, 

Else nothing. Entered then, leading the nag, 

The cold drops running from the armor joints, 

Ribs galled with metal, loosened cuisse and 
knee, 

Quartered in wall niche drowsing. And the 
wind 

Sucked at the dead air and the water dripped 

And the candle flame fell limp in the heavy 
dark 

And stiffened smoking and the leaves flapped 

Pale at the window. So the night passed half 

And I awake still, staring at the flame, 

Forefeeling terror, heard the beast go back, 

Rear and a hoof ring striking, and looked up 

And saw come inward at the window place, 

Come from the plunging darkness into light, 
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Loose fingers groping, cropped, no arm there, 
grey, 

The nails gone, shrivelled, a dead hand, and 
droop 

And close about the candle. And the flame 

Leapt and the night had all. Then silence. 
Then below, 

Loud that the stone shook, lamentable, long 

As all the dead together, a great cry 

Filling the world. And silence. And the sound 

The horse made breathing in the dark. So 
ran, 

Mounted, and leaning at the door, the stench 

Of death, of flesh rot choking me, rode out, 

Spurred and the wet leaves cold against my 
face 

Came to a clearing in the wood and reined 

And saw the storm had passed and the sky all 

Clean and the stars out. Westward then till 
dawn 

And at dawn the trees few, the earth grown 
hard and before me 

Dark as the sea is, lands barren and endless, 

Lands bare and unsown, lands where no tree 
grows, 

Grass neither nor weed, leaf or stalk never, 

Rocks there only, clay cracked in the sun heat. 
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So still on. Three days rode in the desert, 
‘Steel at noon searing the dry flesh, 
Thighs burned under metal, midnights cold, 
Cold iron at foot, sleeping in horse cloth. 
And houses there were but fallen and roads 
ditched 
Deep under spate run, orchards also but dry, 
The trees dead, bones there of men, of cattle, 
And days the wind blowing dust, and nights 
the cold 
Wind from the stars blew. Three days so and 
the third 
Climbing the red hills, the pass choked with. 
rubble 
Below me, wall after wall, tower by tower, 
Roofs gone, chimneys like tree boles, streets 
Winding through fallen stones, the doors 
- down, 
Dark, a deserted city, and rode and by 
Ditch, by goat track, came to the west gate 
And passed the ruined barrier and went up, 
Loud through the market stalls, and turned 
and saw 
Before me the king’s house, wall cracked and 
broken, 
Moat filled, door swung inward. There by 


foot, 
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Beast dragging at bridle, crossed the first 

Court, the second, slow, frightening lizards, 

Sand owls flapping from holes, clatter of iron; 

Called and an old man came, silent, not 
speaking, 

Asking nothing, taking the reins, so entered. 


Now I beseech thee, thou, unknown, who- 
soever, 

Stranger or still as I born by the sea stream, 

Thou that readest these words, pray for my 
rest now. 

Dangerous deed it is, rune to discover — 

Craft to utter in word: dangerous cunning 

Unknown thing to make known. Never man 

Thickened by truth say ever. (Nevertheless 

Many in older time knew of the mystery: 

Priests, keepers of rule; few now and poor 
men.) 

You that can understand — pity the stones! 


Sun-daze first, darkness, a sound of weeping. 
Then, as the light came back, roof, columns, 
A room, but empty, but no man there, no one, 
Only the sad sound always and high up, 

Sad in the echoing arches the faint sound: 
Only the heart thud in the hollow steel. 


*...bothin 
time, Form of 
the thing, each 
word made 
true and good, 
The appari- 
tion comes.’ 
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And day dimmed. And heard, as though be- 
yond, 

Steps, and still nearer, and beheld a light 

Shaping an arch head, candles then, and 
kneeled, 

And saw above the candles, all on fire, 

Borne by a girl and burning but no flame, 

But all on fire a cup, and the cup pierced 

Through and a lance there, haft bleeding, 
blood 

Oozing from ash bough; after a bare sword 

Borne as the cup was, dish then of gold, last 

A dead king, crowned, his skin withered, his 
face 

Older than man face ever. And came near 

And passed and laid the king down and went 
on, 

One by one through the light, entering 
shadow, 

And far off silence took them and stole back, 

Bringing no sound. 


Did you not speak to it? 


And the night came, and stillness, and alone, 

Heaped in the little glimmer of the stars, 

The dead king lay there, secret, his mouth 
sealed, 
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His eyes closed up with silence. And my heart 

Beat. And my breath came. And I cried 
aloud 

Asking the question.... 


... peace! I pray you all 
If you have hitherto concealed this sight... 


the page 
Wrinkles with light. A log falls. The wind 
Swings from tree to tree in the wet night. 


It may be then we are deceived in this. 
It may be this is other than we think 
And in our sleep... or secretly... or by 
The sudden blade of pain... 

it may well be 
The thing is evil and these seeming soft 
Familiar gestures, these half signs, this shy 
Withheld warm look the earth has after day, 
This green, this ever blue, these stars — 

these stars — 

Are false and to deceive us. It may be 


4 
Night after night I lie like this listening. 
Night after night I can not sleep. I wake 


The platform. 


The King his 

father’s ghost 

appears to 
im. 
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Knowing something, thinking something has 
happened. 

I have this feeling a great deal. I have 

Sadness often. At night I have this feeling. 

Waking I feel this pain as though I knew 

Something not to be thought of, something 
unbearable. 

I feel this pain at night as though some 

Terrible thing had happened. At night the 
sky 

Opens, the near things vanish, the bright walls 

Fall, and the stars were always there, and the 
dark 

There and the cold and the stillness. I wake 
and stand 

A long time by the window. I always think 

The trees know the way they are silent. I 
always 

Think some one has spoken, some one has 
told me. 

Reading the books I always think so, reading 

Words overheard in the books, reading the 
words 

Like words in a strange language. I always 
hear 

Music like that. I almost remember with 
music.... 


A. MacLeish ye 


This is not what you think. It is not that. I 
swim 

Every day at the beach under the fig tree. 

I swim very well and far out. The smell 

Of pine comes over the water. The wind blurs 

Seaward. And afternoons I walk to the phare. 

Much of the time I do not think anything; 

Much of the time I do not even notice. 

And then, speaking, closing a door, I see 

Strangely as though I almost saw now, some 

Shape of things I have always seen, the sun 

White on a house and the windows open and 
swallows 

In and out of the wallpaper, the moon’s face 

Faint by day in a mirror; I see some 

Changed thing that is telling, something that 
almost 

Tells — and this pain then, then this pain. 
And no 

Words, only these shapes of things that seem 

Ways of knowing what it is I am knowing. 

I write these things in books, on pieces of 
paper. 

I have written ‘The wind rises...’ I have 
written “Bells 

Plunged in the wind....’ I have written 
‘Like 
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Doors’ 44’) ‘Like evening =.= 

It is always the same: I cannot read what the 
words say. 

It is always the same: there are signs and I 
cannot read them. 

There are empty streets and the blinds drawn 
and the sky 

Sliding in windows. There are lights before 

Dawn in the yellow transoms over the doors. 

There are steps that pass and pass all night 
that are always 

One, always the same step passing.... 

I have travelled a great deal. I have seen at 
Homs 

The cranes over the river and Isfahan 

The fallen tiles in the empty garden, and 
Shiraz 

Far off, the cypresses under the hill. 

Yt is always the same. I have seen on the 
Kazvin road 

On the moon grey desert the leafless wind, 

The wind raging in moon-dusk. I have seen 
a light come 

Seaward with slow oars from the mouth of 
Euphrates. 

I have heard the nightingales in the thickets 
of Gilan, 
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And at dawn, at Teheran, I have heard from 
the ancient 

Westward greying face of the wandering 
planet 

The voices calling the small new name of god, 

The voices answered with cock-crow, an- 
swered at dusk 

With the cry of jackals far away in the 
gardens. 

I have heard the name of the moon beyond 
those mountains. 

It is always the same. It is always as though 
some 

Smell of leaves had made me not quite re- 
member; 

As though I had turned to look and there 
were no one. 

It has always been secret like that with me. 

Always something has not been said. Always 

The stones were there, the trees were there, 
the motionless 

Hills have appeared in the dusk to me, the 
moon 

Has stood a long time white and still in the 
window. 

Always the earth has been turned away from 
me hiding 
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The veiled eyes and the wind in the leaves 
has not spoken... 


As now the night is still. As the night now 
Stands at the farthest off of touch and like 
A raised hand held upon the empty air 
Means and is silent 

Look! It waves me still... 

I say Go on! Go on! 
As the whole night now 

Made visible behind this darkness seems 
To beckon to me.... 


5 
Where wilt thou lead me? Speak... 


We who have followed the clouds by day and 
by darkness 

The march of the wandering fires, we who 
have watched 

Bird signs in the sky, we who have questioned 

The doubtful flares, who have seen the ges- 
tures before us 

Of rain in the faint hills, who have heard the 
stammering 

Voices of thunder cry out to us, we who have 
come now 
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A long road in the earth and the touching 


upon us 
Of leaves like fingers on closed eyes and the 
taste of the 
Air strange in our nostrils, 
where wilt thou lead us? 
Where, at what extreme confine, wilt thou 
turn 
Mark me! 
I will. 
and speak!...and at these ears, O 
At these mortal ear-pits speak to us? 


Where wilt thou lead us? When wilt thou 


turn to us? 

Not now? Not at this farthest verge? Not 
even 

Here where the walls end and the ruinous 
tower 


Leans with its uninhabitable black 

Long builded stones above the ultimate sea? 
We are alone now. There are none to hear. 
I say we are alone upon this place. 

Not even those are with us that in times 
Past from the leaves of future-telling oaks, 
From lowing heifers with all flowery horns, 


From dolphin-ridden surf, from the deep pool 


Another part 
of the plat- 
Sorm: the 
truth revealed: 
he swears to 
be revenged. 
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Spoke and would comfort us, the shining heel, 
The seal-like swimming in the lovely air.... 


Where is thy tongue great spectre? Hast 
thou not 

Answered to others that with hearts like ours 

Followed thee, poets, speakers in the earth? 

Didst thou not show them? For they were as 
sure, 

Returning, as those men whom the great 
sea 

Chooses for danger that do no more fear 

But inward certain leave the ill within 

And laugh for trivial bawdy cause and watch 
the 

New good living mellow earth and love it. 

Didst thou not tell them?... and to us alone 

Art always secret, always the void sign, 

Always the still averted face whose unseen 

Shape makes sick men of us, haunted fools, 

Hag-ridden, blinking starers at the dark: 

Always this blank of silence like a dial 

That counts but will not keep our journey 
hours? 

Didst thou not tell these others? And why 
art thou 

Dumb but to us — or only mole numb speech 
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That though we move from it, still under, 
still uneased, 

Repeats the indecipherable will 

And swears us to it? — though we know not 
what. 


Where wilt thou lead us? Speak.... 
and suddenly the grey 
Light and the wind in the branches 
and the dawn 
and all 
Vanished, all at the scent of morning gone, 
And leaves now, and the green again, and 
where 
Our strained eyes started at the shape of 
fear 
Only the foolish stones 
and yet 
to hear 
The voice still under in the changing air 
Cry ‘Swear!’— 


to see the measuring shadow on the wall 


6 
whether before have been 
Men in these valleys.... 


To him Ro- 
sencrantz und 
Guildenstern 
as friends. 
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Whether, beneath the sand here, beneath the 
shallow 

Earth are ashes, are fragments of jars, are the 
snow-worn 


Limbs of goddesses. ... 


whether these now 
I see in the dim air are men as I am 
Wandering in this land 
how shall I know? 

How shall we speak together of this saying 
You... You too... You too have felt... 

You also 
At night waking....O at night!...And 

walking 
Under the trees at evening... the trees! 

Sve OU tO ey 


Whether these man faces 
Come! Be honest. 

Why will you not reply to me? Why do you 
always 

Not understand what I say? I know your 
faces. 

I know your names too. Nevertheless 

You are not friendly to me; you are not of 
my people. 
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As for the place I go to — 
we seek water. 
The water here is salt. We have seen 
neither 
Birds nor green leaves since we found this 
country 


Why will you never listen? Why do you 
always 

Turn your eyes away when I speak to you? 
Tell me, 

Do none of you fear this place as I fear 
it? 

Who has sent you to me? You have been 
sent 

As spies. You are not friendly. 


It may be 
They are not there!... 


or whether alone I 
Of all men I only have passed these moun- 
tains. 
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Let there be shelters built in the wild fern 


For girls at their first sickness; also hovels 
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Of green thorn on the hills for the times of 
women: 

Let there be laws inscribed for the keeping of 
chastity 

And knots made to number the days of the 
moon: 

Otherwise harm will come of it! 


Why should we be 

Ashamed if it were not so? Why should we 
sleep 

At noon with our knees bent in the darkness 
of plantains? 

Why have we not uncovered ourselves in the 
sight 

Of grown girls nor gone by day through the 
paths 

To the named place in the straw under the 
fruit trees? 


Let them be crushed with stones who are 
found together. 

Let their sex be consumed with lime and their 
bodies 

Burned on the roots of trees slabbered by 
cattle. 
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I tell you evil will come of it. Young girls 

Will draw us at dawn to the doors giving on 
silence 

And women with loosened garments will bring 
us in 

To the long room where the sun stands 
among columns; 

We shall be overheard: we shall speak aloud 

Telling them all! all!... and the vacant light, 

The bright void, the listening, idiot silence... 


Love, I said, O my love! and I leaned upon 


her. 

I told her my heart in the soft fall of the plum 
blossoms. 

Suddenly there were leaves stirred in the 
wind, 

The stars were there! The sky stood there 
behind me! 

‘Ha,’ I said, ‘Are you fair?” Look! ‘Are you 
Honest?’ 

I was betrayed. I rose from her. 


No, not I; 
I never gave you aught. - 


I tell you we must be dumb in the earth, else 
Evil will come of it: we shall be understood. 


Ophelia is 
put to trap 
him: Polo- 
nius and the 
uncle-father 
behind. 


Polonius, 
Claudius 
within. 
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The thing will be known before time and pre- 
vented. 

Those who can speak with foolishness, let 
them be heard. 

The rest shall be still, the rest shall watch and 
keep silence. 


And the bodies of those that die of love upon 
childbed, 

Let them be buried in sand in a strange 
place. 

Let them be put away far from their people. 

It is a shameful thing. It has been forbidden 


8 
Ay, sure, this is most brave; 
hated ae 
the live son of a dead father 
Doomed by my living breath itself to die 


Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with 
words 


Why must I speak of it? Why must I always 

Stoop from this decent silence to this phrase 

That makes a posture of my hurt? Why 
must I 
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Say I suffer? ...or write out these words 

For eyes to stare at that shall soon as mine 

Or little after me go thick and lose 

The light too, or for solemn lettered fools 

To judge if I said neatly what I said? — 

Make verses! ... ease myself at the soiled 
stool 

That’s common to so swollen many!... shout 

For hearing in the world’s thick dirty ear!... 

Expose my scabs!... crowd forward among 
those 

That beg for fame, that for so little praise 

As pays a dog off will go stiff and tell 


Hamlet . oe 
sole, 


Their loss, lust, sorrow, anguish!... match 
My grief with theirs!...compel the public 
prize 


For deepest feeling and put on the bays!... 
O shame, for shame to suffer it, to make 
A skill of harm, a business of despair, 
And like a barking ape betray us all 
For itch of notice 

O be still, be still, 
Be dumb, be silent only. Seal your mouth. 
Take place upon this edge of shadow where 
The stale scene’s acted to the empty skies, 
Observe the constellations. Watch the face 
Of heaven if it change to what it sees, 


The Play 
The Crime 
enacted; 
the guilt 
show. 


Sse 
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Spy on the moon. Be cunning. 

And be still. 
We have that duty to each other here 
To fear in secret. For it is not known. 
The dreams that trouble us may be the shape | 
Of ill within that by a faulted eye 


Abuses us to damn us. 


Til have grounds 
More relative than this... 


9 

Bearing the long lance, their banners before 
them 

Frayed to the painted pole, the reins slung 

Loose at the neck, knees guiding at withers, 

The Men, the Cloth-Clad Race, the People of 
Horses, 

Move out of the East with the turning of 
seasons. 

Westward they move with the sun. Their 
smoke hangs 

Under the unknown skies at evening. The 
stars 

Go down before them into the new lands. 

Behind them the dust falls, the streams flow 
clear again, 
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Vultures rise from the stripped bones in the 
sand. 

Slowly they move. The moons change. The 
sun changes. 

The mares foal at their times. Girls are de- 
livered 

Screaming at dark in the skin tents. The 
harvests 

Of dry seeds fall in the grass by the horse 
way. 

Westward they move. They come at last to 
the passes 

Down to the hot lands. One after one they 

Go by the stones: the scared horses, the 
women 

Wearing the hammered stuff at their brown 
throats, 

The babes slung at the left breast, the little 
ones 

Riding the stumbling rumps, beating the flies 
off. 

They march on the bare stones. They come 
to the rivers. 

Before them cities stand in the cool of the date 
palms. 

The walls go down. There is smoke. They 
wait for the summer 


‘The dumb 
show enters.’ 
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Watching the streams fail. They cross by the 
sand bar. 

Their horses drown in the slime and the bodies 
of children 

Float in the slow suck of the ooze. They go on. 

They follow the desert quail, they perish for 
water. 

Years pass. They come to the mountains. 
Beyond are 

Rich plains, the grasses blowing in sunlight. 

They march through green. They go on, 
thousands and thousands, 

Taking the lands, killing the male, consuming 

The fat earth. They live in the land. They 
are lords there. ; 

They know the sun on‘their heads, the salt 
taste 

Of the rain drip on their faces. They know the 
smell 

Of their own flesh. They know with their 
heels what the earth is. 

They know how the earth was made and who 
has the law of it. 

They remember many things among them in 
common. 

They please each other with words: they 
touch with their fingers. 
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They have their homes in the earth. They 
have named the mountains. 

They kiss their hands to the sun and the 
moon. They know, 

When the leaves fall, the coming again of the 
summer. 

Nevertheless they cannot be still. They go 
onward. 

They come to the land’s end. The sea is 
before them. 

They watch the sun go down in the infinite 
waters. 

Still they go on. They push to the surf fall. 
They build of 

Trees ships. They sail to the scattering 
-islands. 

They dwell at the last shores. Years pass. 
They vanish. 

They disappear from the light leaving behind 
them 

Names in the earth, names of trees and of 
boulders, 

Words for the planting of corn, leaving their 
tombs to 

Fall in the thickets of alders, leaving their fear 

Of the howling of dogs and the new moon at 
the shoulder, 


‘He poisons 
him ?’ the 
garden for’s 
estate. Hts 
name’s Gon- 
SAZ0. nie 


34 The Hamlet of 


Leaving the shape of the bird god who de- 
livered 
Men from the ancient ill, and under the loam 
their 
Bronze blades, the broken shafts of their 
javelins. 
They vanish. They disappear from the 
earth. 
And the sea falls 
Loud on the empty beaches 
and above.... 


The king rises. Lights, lights, lights! 


Lights! Lights! The same stars! The same 
moon 
Still over the earth! 


I say there were millions 
Died like that and the usual constellations. 


10 
MacLeish goes up the 
Stair built by the ancestors. 
Night. 
Sea-suck under in the well of stone. 
Rat-smell. Silence. 
to the door 
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The uncle 
Where all Ring at 
O my prophetic soul ES Ue 
sword in 


Shall be revenged, where I shall speak.  jand: with- 
The streak of light along the floor. 
The shining on the promised sill. 


Look now! I will! The door swings 
Open. 
And goin.... 


Now might I do it pat... 
Silence. 
The candle fat upon the chair. 
The false equation on the obscene wall. 


And look and there is no one there! 
Giggle of the wind along 

The empty gutters of the sky. 
Snigger of the faint stars. Cat-calls. 
And look behind the broken chair. 
And look along the shadow on the 
Wall. Rat turds. Spiders. 


There was no one ever there! 


The Queen’s 
closet. He re- 
bukes his 
mother’s lech- 


ery: grows vio- 


lent: kilis 
through the 
hanging at the 
back the old 
ridiculous in- 
nocent vain 
man in the 
King’s stead, 
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And hear within the hollow room 
The clock tick Hurry! And behold 
Our eyes grow older in the glass. 


What is it that we have to do? 


Jat 


Or play the strong boy, spit in the world’s 
face, shout 

Whore! Ghoul! Harpy! at her. Call her 
Jakes. 

Call her corpse-eating planet, worm’s gut. 
Show 

For once the true shape of her and say out 

The thing she lives upon. Dig graves up. 
Pull 

The half too rotten mummies from their 
earth 

Like cyst from skin-crease. Crack the swollen 
tombs 

And heave the dead up stinking. O be hard! 

Show her your own dead darling whose young 
bones 

Rot through the jelly of their flesh beneath 

This simpering pink rose... 

Peace! sit you down 
And let me wring your heart... 
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O play the strong boy with the rest of them! 
Be hard-boiled! Be bitter! Face the brassy 
Broad indecent fact and with ironical 
Contemptuous understanding take the world’s 
Scut in your hands and name it! Name its 
name! : 
Stare at her dugs with undeceived wise eyes 
until 
The hypocrite green smile fades over and 
The guilt look shows! Be foul mouthed! Be 
blunt! 
Tell her the thing she feeds on and the thing 
That dandles with her in the sweaty dark 
To breed these beauties. Tell her of what seed 
She gets her womb up and what festering lust 
Lies stewing with her in the adulterous spring. 
Stare in her eyes! Sneer! Swagger! O be 
Hard! 
and rise 
and through the arras at the back 
Stab to the bloody braving hilt 
and hear 
The rat squeak after 
hear the stuck dust fall! 


12 


Protect us, help us, forgive us, help, give, 
O have pity upon us 


Ophelia, 
crazed by the 
death of Polo- 
nius, laments, 
forgetting 
him, her loss, 
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We that watch the lights of the other worlds 

Openers of curtains eastward when the room 
is dark 

And alone in bed remembering our child- 
hood, 

We that have felt the light of the moon on our 
ACESS cere 

Have pity upon us! 


How should I your true love know 
From another one? 

By his silence in our hearts 

By the empty room where he is gone. 


Who will overhear our soliloquies? 
We are alone in this place. 


He is dead and gone, lady, 

He is dead and gone; 
At his head the no more winged air, 
At his heels — the stone. 


They must tell us if it means well... 
We have learned the answers, all the answers: 


It is the question that we do not know. 
We are not wise. We have a way of saying, 
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What is the meaning of life? No one has an- 
swered us. 

We have looked behind the leaves too, all the 
leaves. 


...we are alone too much.... 


We know what our fathers were but not who 
we are 

For the names change and the thorns grow 
over the houses. 

We recognize ourselves by a wrong laugh; 

By a trick we have of resembling something. 
Otherwise 

There are strange words and a face in a mir- 
ror. 

We know 

Something we have forgotten too that com- 

forts us. 


Yea-sayeth me this earth, this green 
Like music doth consent to me, 

The moon that standeth on the hill, 
The hollow sea. 


How shall we learn what it is that our hearts 
believe in? 
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And they say we all die but death is a 


mystery. 

Death is a gesture away from us. Death is a 
cry 

And no sound. They have their backs to us 
going. 


We do not know if earth stifles or infinite 
Winds have blown the words of it all away. 


Come down into the crumbling loam, 
Come home into the curving wave, 
The dark, dear heart, will fondle thee, 
The earth will kiss thee in the grave. 


I hope all will be well. We must be patient... 


We must find a word for it men can say at 
night, 

And a face for the dark brow. 

We must find a thing we can know for the 
world changes. 

We must believe, for it is not always sure. 


Why then, let’s take it. Look, let’s all smile 
once, 

All smile into each other’s smiling, all 

As men smile into mirrors slowly smile... . 
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That’s better. That’s more comfortable. 
We aren’t 
Afraid now. Are we? Takeit. There. 
Like 
that! 


O! have pity upon us.... 


13 
Why — what men were they that beneath the 
moon 
Had mortal flagging hearts so passionate? —Opheliia’s 


Who heaped these tombs? Who wept so? pliner 
Who piled up rae te 
These brags of marble anguish, these bronze joo ae 
groans, 
These cromlech sorrows? Who had griefs so 
vast 
That only mountains evened them, felt so 
Deep pain, so suffered, with such iron tongue 
Cried Wo that time still hears it? Why, what 
proud 
What desperate nations were they that would 
leave 
No legend after but the unwrit stones 
That say they wept here? Or who painted 


then 
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These mutilated violent hands that still 
Thrust back oblivion from the sad grave 
door? 


What men were they that did protest so loud, 

What broken, salty blooded, aching hearts 

That could not cease in silence, what hoarse 
grief 

That must be shouted at the narrow stars? 

What dying men were they.... 


Nay, an thou’lt mouth 
I'll rant as well as thou... 


I'll swell my gullet, 
Leap in the common grave and like a cock 
Crow from the carrion. I’ll tell the world. 
I'll make a book of it. [ll leave my rare 
Original, uncopied, dark heart pain 
To choke up volumes and among the rocks 
Cry I! I! I! forever. Look, 
My face here. I have suffered. I have lost 
A child, a brother, friends. And do foreknow 
My own corruption. There are also stars 
But not to listen to. And the autumn trees 
That have the habit of the sun and die 
Beforetimes often. And at night. And skies. 
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And seas. And evening. I can read in print 

But not these letters. And I was not born 

Without a death pain either but that’s known, 

That’s equal and we all go back. I had 

No friends but day times. No one called me. 
There was 

No one always underneath the bed. 

I'll tell you how I loved too, all my loves, 

My bed quilts, bolsters, blankets, my hot 
hands, 

My limbs, my rumps; my wretchedness; my 
lust, 

My weakness later and lascivious dreams. 

T’ll tell you. Oh, I’ll tell you. Lean your ear. 

By God, I'll match them at it. I’ll be stripped 

Naked as eels are, gutted, laid on salt, 

Sold in the fish stalls. Ill be ox-chine nude, 

Quartered to cold bare bone. Look, behold 
me 

Bearing my dead son’s body to the grave. 

See how I weep. How many of them all 

Have lost a son as I have? Or see here: 

The Marne side. Raining. I am cold with 
fear. 

My bowels tremble. I go on. McHenry 

Hands me his overcoat and dies. We dig the 

Guns out sweating. I am very brave: 


To whom the 
eloquent Os- 


rick: commu- 


nicates the 
invitation of 
Laertes to 
the Playful 
Bout.... 
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Magnificent. I vomit in my mask. 
Or here. In Belgium. Spreading on my 
young, 

My three times buried brother’s stony grave 
The bone-pale scented violets and feeling 
Yield at my knees the earth: and crying out 
Two words. In agony... 

I'll tell it. Oh 
T’ll tell it. Louder! Shriek! 

The sky’s there! 


14 
It is time we should accept, 
Taught by these wordy fools, the staged 
Encounter and the game-pit rules. 
Whilst we have slept we have grown old. 
Age is a coldness leaching through. 
We must consent now as all men 
Whose rage is out of them must do, 
Cancel this bloody feud, revoke 
All tears, all pain, and to the drum, 
Trump, cannon and the general cheer 
Fight with a shining foil the feigned 
Antagonist for stoops of beer. 
Why should we want revenge of harms 
Not suffered in the public street, 
Or risk with sharp and hurting arms 
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The real encounter kept at night 
Alone where none will praise our art? 


It is time we should accept.... 


Thou wouldst not think 
How ill all’s here about my heart! 
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